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CHAPTER XL
R. ROSS SCHOFIELD was en-

gaged In decorating the bat-,
tered chairs in the Herald edi-
toriml room with blue satin
ribbou, the purchase of which at the
Dry Goods Emporium had been direct-
led by a sudden iuspiration of his supe-
sdor, Mr. Parker of the composing
force. It was Ross’ Intention to gar-
| mish each chair with an elaborately
tied bow, but as he was no sailor and
;u&nlood only the intricacies of a
‘hl" koot he confined himself to that
épecies of ornamentation, leaving, how-
,ever, very long ends of ribbon hanging
‘dewn after the manner of the pendants
of rosettes. Mr. Schofield was alone at
Lis labor, his two confreres having be-
,taken themselves to the station to meet
the train from Rouen.

It was a wet, gray day. The wide
,country Iay dripping under formless
,r wrapa of thin mist, and the warm, driz-
| efimg raln blackened the weather beat-
| en shingles of the station, made clear
| reflecting puddles on the unevenly
| Worn planks of the platform and damp-
, ened the packing cases too thoroughly
| fer occupation by the station lounger.

The bus driver, Mr. Bennett, and the
proprietors of two attendant “cut un-
ders” and three or four other worthics
whom business or the lack of it called
to that locality availed themselves of
the shelter of the waiting room, but the
geatlemen of the Herald were too agi-
tated to be confined save by the limits
of the horlzon. '

| They had reached the statlon half an
hour before train time and consumed
the iaterval In pacing the platform un-
der a blg cotton umbrella, addressing
®ach other only in monosyllables. Those
fn the walting room gossiped eagerly

and for the thousandth time about the.

fate events and particularly abont the
tremendous news of Fisbee. Judd Ben-
mett looked out through. the rainy door-
way at the latter with reverence and a
fne pride of townsmanship. e de.
aelared it to be his belief that Fisbhee
and Parker were waliting for her now.

For all Carlow knew why Flsbee had
gone to meet the strange lady at the
statlen when she had come to wvislit
the Briscoes, why he bad come with

her % the lecture, why he had taken
supper at the Briscocs’ thres times and
dinaer twice when she was there. Fis-
bee bad toid the story to Parker on a
melancholy afternoon as they sat to-
gether In the Herald office, and Parker
bad told the town. It was simple
enough Indeed, and Fisbee's past was
& mystery no longer. It might have
been revealed years before had there
been anything In particular to reveal
and If it had ever occurred to Fisbee
to talkk of himself and his affairs.
Things had a babit of not occurring to
Fiabee.

Mr. Parker, very nervous himself,
feit his companion’s elbow trembling
aghinst his own as the great engine,
reeking In the mist and sending great
<louds of white vapor up to the sky,
swooped down the track, rushed by
them and came to a standstill beyond
the platform. Fisbee and the foreman
made haste to tle nearest vestibule
and were gazing blankly at Its barred

approaches when they heard o slivery |

laugh behind them and an exclamation.
“Upstairs and downstairs and in my
jady's chamber! Just behind you,
dear!”
Turning quickly, the foreman beheld

& blushing and smillng little vision, a !
vision with light brown bair, a vislon |
enveloped In a light brown raln cloak |

and with browa gloves from which
the handles of a big brown traveling
bag were let fall as the vislon dis-
appeared under the cotton umbrella,
while the smitten Judd Bennett reeled
gasping against the station.

“Dearest,” the girl cried to the old
man, “you should have been looking
for me between the devil and the deep
sea, the parlor car and the smokerl!
I've given up cigars, and I've begum
to study economy, so I dida't come on
either!”

The drizzle and mist blew in under
the top of the “cut under” as they
drove rapldly into town, and bright lit-
tle drops sparkled on the failr hair
above the new editor's forelend and on

the long laslies above the pew editor’s

cheeks, She shook these transient
gems off lightly as she paused in the
doorway of the office at the top of the
rickety stairway,

Alr. Schofield had just added the last
touch to his decoratlons and managed

to slide into his coat as the party came

up the stairs, and now, perspiring,

chamber during Mr. Harkless’ activity,
but, on the contrary, had been put In
place that very mornlng. Mr. Fisbee
had not known of the decorations, and
as his eye fell upon them a faint look
of pain passed over bis brow. But the
glrl examined the room with a dancing
eye, and there were both tears and
laughter in her heart,

“How beautiful!” she cried. “How
beautiful!” She crossed the room and
gave her hand to Ross, *“It is Mr.
Schofield, isn't it? The ribbons are
delightful. 1 didn’'t know Mr. Mars-
leas’ room was so pretty.”

Ross looked out of the winfow arwm
laughed as he took her hand, which he
shook with a long up and down motion,
but he was set at better ease by her
apparent unconsciousness of the fact
that the decorations were for her. “Ol,
it ain’t much, I reckon,” he replied.
and continued to look out of the win-
dow and laugh.

She went to the desk and removed
her gloves and laid ber rain cloak over
a chair near by. “Is this Mr. Harkless'
chair?” she asked, and., Fisbee answer-
ing that it was, she looked gravely at it
for a moment, passed her hand gently
over the back of it and then, throwing
the rain cloak over another chair, said
cheerily:

“Do you know, I think the first thing
for us to do will be to dust everything
very carefully 7"

“You remember, I was confident she
would know precisely where to begin,”
was Fisbee's carnest whisper in the
willing ear of the long foreman. “Not
an instant's indecision, was there?”

“No, slree,” replied the other, and as
he went down to the pressroom to hunt
for a feather duster which he thongzlit
might be found there he collared Bud
Tipworthy, the devil, who, not admnit-

ted to the conclave of his superiors,
was whistling on the ralny stairway.
“You hustle and find that dustbrush
we used to have, Bud,” said Parker.
And presently as they rummaged in
|tlw nooks and crannies about the ma-
Ichinorr he melted to his small assist-
ant. *“The paper is saved,

can tell it by the look of her.”

“Gee!” said Bud.

Mr. Schofield had come, blushing, to
Join them. *Say, Cale, did you notice
the color of her eyes?”

“Yes. They're gray."”

“I thought so, too, show day and at
Kedge Hualloway's lecture. But say,
Cale, they're kind of changeable. When
she come in upstairs with you and Fis-
bee they were jest as blue—near
matched the color of our ribbons."

“Geel” repeated Mr. Tipworthy.

When the editorial chamber had been
made so peat that it almoest glowed,
though it could never be expected to
shine as did Fisbee and Caleb Parker
and Ross Schofleld that morning, the
lady took her seat at the desk and
looked over the few items the gentle-
men had already compliled for her pe-
rugal.  Mr, Parker explained many tech-
nicalities peculiar to the Carlow Her-
ald, translated some phrases of the
printing room and enabled her to grasp
the amount of matter needed to fill an
issue,

When Parker finished the three in-
competents sat watching the little fig-
ure with the expression of hopeful and
| trusting terriers. She knit her brow
| for a second, but she did not betray an
instant’s indecision.

“l think we should have regular
market reports,” she announced ear-
nestly. “l am sure Mr. Harkless would
approve. Don't you think he would?’
| She turned to Parker.

“Market reports!” Mr., Fisbee ex-
claimed. “1 should never have thought
of market reports, nor do I Imagine
would either of my—my assoclates. A
woman to concelve the idea of market
reports!"

The editor blushed. “Why, who
would, dear, If not a woman or a spec-
ulator, and I'm not a speculator, and
neither are you, and that's the reason
you didn't think of them. 8o, Mr.
Parker, as there is so much pressure,
and if you don't mind continuing to act
as reporter as well as compositor until
after tomorrow, and if it Isn't too wet—
You must have an umbrella—would it
be too much bother if you went around
to all the shops—stores, | mean—to all
the grocers and the butchers and the
" leather place we passed, the tannery,

and if there's one of those places where

they bring cattle, would It be too much
' to ask you to stop there—and at the
fiour mill, if it isn't too far, and at the
dry goods store—and you must take a
blank book and a sharpened pencil, and

proud, embarrassed, he assumed an at- | Will you price everything, please, and

Titude at once deprecatory of his en-
deavors and  pointedly
commendations for

the results, (e

expectant of |

jot down how much things are?”
Orders received, the impetuous Par-
ker was departing on the instant when

was a4 modes youth and a conscious. | she stopped him with a little ery, “But

After Lis first sight of her aa she stood

in the doorway it was several days be- |
fore he could lift his distressed eyes

wder the new editor's glance or, in-
deed. dare to avail hlmself of more
than a hasty and fluttering stare at
her when her back was turned.) As
rhe entered the room he sidled along

wull and laughed sheepishly at
Lo Lelnge.

Every chair in the room was orna-
mented with one of his blue rosettes.
tied carefully and firmly to the middle
slat of ecach chalr back, There had
been several yards of ribbon left aver,
and there was a hard knot of glossy
salin on each of the nkstands and on
the doorknobs. A Line
around the siovepipe lent it an antique

rakishness suggestive of the oha rioteer,
&nd a number of streamers suspended
from & hook in the eceiling encouraged
& supposition that the employees of the
Herald wore comtemplating  the in-

tricate festivities of May day.
ed 1o ghost to injer that these garni-
tures bad not embellishied the editorial

L

band passing |

you haven't any umbrella!” And she
forced her own, a slender wand, upon
bim. It bore a cunningly wrought
handle, and its fabrlc was of glisten-
ing silk. Tue foreman, unable to de
cline it, thanked her awkwardly, and
as she turned to speak to Fisbee he
bolted out of the door and ran down
the steps without unfolding the um-
brella, and then as Le made for Mr.
Martin's emporium he buttoned it se-
curciy under his long Prince Albert,
determined that not a drop of water
shiould toueh and ruin so delicate a
thing. Thus he carried it, trimmphant-
ly dry, throngh the course of his re-
portings of that day.

When he had gone the editor laid her
hand on Fisbee's arm, “Dear,” she said,
“do you think youw'd take cold if you
went over to the lhiotel and made a note

. of all the arrivals for the last week and

It need- !

the departures too? 1 noticed that Mr.,
Harkless always filled two or -three—
sticks, lsn’t it*—with them and thifes
about them, and somehow it ‘read’ very
Ricely. You wust ask the landlord all

- T ——

' talk with the Assoclated Press people

Buddie— |
saved by an angel In light brown. You |

§ and aLkanson,
s walted wlile their chieftainess wrote
3 - ———

! laughed gayly into his mild, vague old
| eyes. “It won't be this scramble to *fll
' up' much longer. I have plans, geni o
. men, and before long we will piin.
news; and we must buy ‘plate matter’
Instead of patent insides; and I had a

in Rouen, but that's for afterwhile.
And I went to the hospital this worn-
ing before I left, They wouldn’t let me
see him again, but they told me gl
about him, and he's better, and 1 got
Tom to go to the jail, and he saw some
of these beasts, and 1 ean do a column
of description besides an editorial abont
them, and I will be fierce enough to
suit Carlow, you may believe that. And
I've been talking to Senator Burns—
that is, listening to Senator Burns,
which is much stupider—and I think 1
can do an article on national politics.
I'm not very well up on local issues
yet, and 1"— She broke off suddenly.
“There, I think we can get out tomor-
T=@ FWE EWL DACK ITOmM tne norel,
farner, 1’11 have half my—my stuff
written—*written up.' 1 mean. Take |
your big umbrella and go. dear, and !
please ask at the expreas office if a
typewriter has come for me.”

She laughed again with sheer delight,
like a child, and ran to a corner and
got the cotton umbrella and placed itl
in the old man's band. As he reached
the door she called after him, “Wait"
and went to him and knelt before him
and, with the humblest, proudest grace
in the world, turned up his trousers to
keep them from the mud. Ross Scho-
field bad never considered Mr. Fisbee a
particularly sacred sort of person, but
be did from that moment. The old
man made some timid protest at the
girl’s action, but she answered: “The
great ladies used to buckle the Cheva-
ller Bayard’s spurs for him. and you're
a great deal nicer than the Chev—
You haven't any rubbers! 1 don’t be-
lieve any of you have any rubbers!
And not until both Fisbee and Mr.
Schofleld had promised to purchase
overshoes at once and in the meantime
not to step In any puddles would she
let the former depart upon his errand.
He crossed the square with the strang-
est, jountiest step ever scen in Platt-
ville. Bolomon Tibbs had a warm ar-«
gument with Miss Selina as to his!
| identity, Miss Selina maintaining that |
| the figure under the Lig tmbrella—only |
I the legs and coat tails were visible to !
i them—was that of a stran=~er, probably !
an Englishiman,

In the Herald office the editor turn-!
ed, smiling, to the paper’s remalning
vassal, *“Mr, Schofield, 1 heard some
talk in Rouen of an oil company that !
had been form® to prospect for kero-
sene in Carlow county, Do you know
anything abont it*" i

Ross, surfelted with honor, terror, and
possessed by a sweet distress at find-
Ing himself tete-a-tete with the Iady.
looked at the wall and replied, “Qh,
it's that Eph Watts' foolishness.”

“Do you know If they bave Legun to
dig for it yet?”

“Ma'am ¥ said Ross,

“Have they begun the diggings vet?”

“No, ma'am, T think not. They've
got a contrapshun fixed up about three
mile south, 1 don’t reckon they've be-
| gun yet, bhardly. They're gittin® the
| machinery in place, 1 heard Eph say
they'd begin to bore—dig, I mean.
ma'am; 1 meant to say dig"— He
stopped, utterly confused and unhap-
py, and she understood his manly pur-!
posge and Knew him for a gentleman
whom she liked,

“You mustn't be too much surprised,”
she said, “but In splte of my ignorance
about such things | wean to devote a'
good deal of space to the oll compsany.
It may come to be of great importance |
to Carlow. We won't go into it in to-!
morrow’s paper beyond an item or go, |
but do you think yon could possibly !
find Mr. Watts amd ask him for sumu]
fnformation as to their progress and it
it would be too much trouble for bim to
call here tomorrow afternoon or the
day after? 1 want him to give me nn|
fnterview if e will. Tell him, please,
he will very greatly oblige us.”

“Oh, he'll come all right,”” answered
her companion quickly. “I'll take Tibbs'
buggy and go down there right off.
LEph won't lose no time gittin' here.”
And with this encouraging assurance
be was fiying forth when he, ke the
others, was detained by her solicltous
care. She was a born mother. He pro-
tested that in the buggy he would be
perfectly  sheltered.  Besides, there
wasn't another anmbrella abont the
i place. He liked to get wet mz_\‘\\':u’;f
| had always loved rain. The end of it!
Iwas that he went away in a sort of
tremor weuaring Ler rain cloak over his /|
shoulders, which garment, as it cov-
ered Its owner compleiely when she
wore it, hurg almost to his knees. He
darted around a corner, and there,
breathing deeply, tenderly removed It,
then borrowing paper and cord at a
neighboring store wrapped it neatly
and stole back to the printing office, on
the ground floor of the Herald building,
and left the package in the hands of
Bud Tipworthy, charging him to care
for it as for his own life and not to
open it, but if the lady so much as set
one foot out of doors before his return
to hand it to her with the message,
“He borrowed another off J. Hankins."

Left alone, the lady went to the desk
and stood for a time looking gravely at
Harkless' chair. She touched it gently,
as she had fouched It once before that
morning, and then she spoke to it as if
he were sitting there and as she would
not bave spoken had he been sitting
there,

“You didn’t want gratitude,
yon?* she whispered, with sad lips.

Soon she smiled at the blue ribbon, !
patted the chair gayly on the back and, |
zsvizim: upon pencil and pad, dashed |
into ber work with rare energy. She!
bent low over the desk, her pencil mov-
ing rapidly. She seemed loath to pause
for breath. She had covered many -
i sheets when Fisbee returned, and as
| he eame in softly in order not to dis
! turb her- she was so deeply engrossed

that she did not hear him, nor did she

look up when Parker entered, but pur- |
*N:‘.Hi tlie forpmlation of her fast ﬂ_\'iu.'.:l'
} ideas withh the same =ingle purpose ’
So the two men sat and

i
|

aid

———

| gling to bimmu

k

absorbedly. At last she glanced ug
and made a little startied exclamation
at seeing them there and then gav

otk Ghe humnbiest, m;«iudvaf grace in the
worldd.,

them cheery greeting. Each placed
geveral seribbled sheets before her, and
she, baving first assured berself that
Fisbee had bought his overshoes, and
baving expressed a fear that Mr. Par-
ker had found bher umbrella too small,
as he looked damp (and indeed he was
damp), cried praises on their notes and
offered the reporters great applause.

“It Is all so splendid!” she eried.
“How could you do it so quickly? And
in the rain too! It is just what we
need. TI've done most of the things 1
mentioned, 1 think., and made a draft
of some plans for hereafter. Doesn't
it seem to you that It would be a good
notion to have a woman's page—*For
Feminine Readers’ or ‘Of Interest to
Women'—onee a week?"

“A woman's page!” exelaimed Fis-
bee. “l1 could never have thought of
that. Conld you, Mr. Parker?”

Before that day was over system had

been introduced, and the Herald was
running on it, and all that warm rainy
afterncon the editor and Fisbee work-
ed In the editorial rooms. Parker and
Bud and Mr. Schofield (after his return
with the items and a courteous mes-
sage from Ephraim Watts) bent over
the forms downstairs, and Uncle Xeno-
phon was cleaning the storeroom and
scrubbing the floor. An extraordinary
number of errands took the various
members of the printing force up to
kee the editor In chief, literally to sece
the editor in chief. It was hard to be-
Heve that the presence had not flown,
bard to keep belleving without the re-
peated testimony of sight that the din-
EY room upstairs was actually the set-
ting for their jewel, and a jewel they
gewore sbe was. The printers eame
down chuckling and gurgling after
each Interview.. It was partly the
thought that she belonged to the Her-
ald, their paper. Ounce Ross, chuckling,
loocked up and caught the foreman gig-

“What in the mm- of common sense
you laughin' at, Cale?' he asked,

“What are you laughing at? re
Joined the other.

“1 dunnao!™

The day wore on, wot and dreary out-
slde, but all within the Herald's bosom
was snug and busy and murmurous
with the healthy thrum of life and
prosperity renewed. Toward 6 o'clack
system accomiplisbhed, the new guiding
6pirit was deliberating on a policy, as
Harkless would conceive a policy were
he there, when Minnle Briscoe ran Joy-
ocusly up the stairs, plunged into the
room waterproofed and radiant and
caught ber friend In her eager arms
and put an end to policy for that day.

But policy and labor did not end at
twilight every day. There were even-
Ings, as in the time of Harkless, when
lamps shone from the upper windows
of the Herald building; for the little
editor worked hard, and sometimes she
worked late; she always worked early.
She made some mistakes at first and
one or two blunders which she took
much more serfously than any one else
did. But she found a remedy for all
such results of her inexperience, and
she developed experience. She set at
her task with the energy of her youth-
fulness and no lmit to her ambition,
and she felt that Harkless had pre-
pared the way for a wide expansion of
the paper's interests, wider then he
knew. She brought a fresh point of
view to operate in a situation where he
had fallen perhaps too much In the rut,
and she watched every chance with a
keen eye and looked ahead of her with
clear foresight. What she walted and
yearned for and dreaded was the time

{ When a copy of the new Herald should

be placed in the trembling hands of the
man who lay In the Rouen hospital.

l':l‘hen she felt If he, unaware of her

identity as he was and as he was to be
kept, should place everything In her
hands uworeservedly, that would be a
tribute to her work. And how hard she
would labor to deserve itl

After a time she began to see that as
his representative and editor of the
Herald she had become a factor in dis-
trict politics. It took her breath, but
with a gasp of delight, for there was
something she wanted to do.

Rodney MecCune had lifted his head,
and the friends of his stricken enemy
felt that they and the cause that Hark-
less had labored for were lost with-
out the leader, for the old ring that the
Herald had beaten rallied around Me-
Cune. “The boys were in line again.”
Every one knew that Halloway, a dull
but honest man, the most available ma-
terial that Harkless had been able to
find, was already beaten. If John
Harkless had been “on the ground to
work for him,” it was said, Halloway
could have received the nomination
again, but as matters stood he was
beaten and beaten badly, and Rodney
MeCune would sit in enongress, for nom-
imation meant election.

But one afterncon the THarkless
forces, demoralized, broken, hopeless,
woke up to find that they had a leader,
There was & political conference at
Judge Briscoe’'s. The politicians de-
scended sadly at the gate from the
omnibns that had met the afternoon
train—Boswell and Keating, two gen-
tlemen of Amo, and Bence and Shan
non, two oihers of Gaines county, W
confer with Warren Smith, Tom Mar
tin, Briscoe and Harkless' representn

tives, Fisbee and the editor of the
Herald. They entered the house gloom-
fly. and the conference began in de-
Jected monosyllables. But presently
Minnle Briscoe, sitting on the porch
pretending to sew, heard Helen's volce,
clear, soft and trembling a lttle with
excitement. She talked for only two
or three minutes, but what she said
seemed to stir up great commotion
‘among the others, All the volces burst
forth at once in exclamations, almost
shouts. Then Minnle saw her father,
scated near the window, rise and strike
the table a great blow with his elinch-
ed fist. “Will I make the nominating
speech? he cried. “I'd walk from
here to Rouen and back again to do
itr

“We'll swim out!” exelaimed Mr.
Keating of Amo. *“The wonderful
thing is that nobody thought of this
before. There are just two difficulties
—Halloway and our man himsel!f. He
wouldn’t let his name be used against
Eedge. Therefore we've got to work
it quietly and keep it from him.”

er's colleagne, Mr. Boswell. “All we've
got to do is to spring It as a surprise on
the convention. Some of the old crowd
themselves will be swept along with us
when we make cur nomination. and
yoa want to stuff your ears with cot-
ton. Yon see, all we need to do is to
pass the word quietly among the Hal-
loway people and the shaky McCune
people. Rod may get wind of it, but
You can’t fix men In this district against
us when they know what we mean to
do now. On the first ballot we'll give
Halloway every vote he'd have got if
be’d run against McCune alone. It will

belp bim to understand how things
were alfterward. On the second ballot—
why, we nominate. Of course It ean't
be belped that Halloway has to be kept
in the dark, too, but he's got to be.”

“I'bere’s one danger,” said Warren
Smith, “Kedge Halloway is honest, but
I believe he's selfish enough to disturb
Lis best friend's deathbed for his own
encds. It's not unlikely that he will get
nervous toward the last and be tele-
graphing Harkless to have himself car-
ried on a cot to the convention to save
bim. That wouldn't do at all, of course.
And Miss Sherwood thinks maybe
there’d be less danger if we set the
conventlon a little ahead of the day
appointed. It's dangerous, becanse it
shortens our time, but we can fix it for
three days before the day we'd settled
on, and that will bring It to Sept. 7.

“It's & great plan,” said Mr. Bence,
who was an oratorical gentleman. He
thrust one hand in his breast, raised
the other toward heaven and contin-
ued, *“For the name of Harkless
shall"—

“Wait a minute,” sald Keating. “P'd
like to hear from the Herald about its
policy. If Miss Sherwood will tell us.”

“Yes, indeed,” she answered. “It will

“Here's to our candidate I

is only one course to pursue? We will
advocate no one very energetically, but
we will print as much of the truth
about Mr. McCune as we can, with del-

understand it the work Is almost all to
be done among the delegates. We shall
not mention our plan at all, and we
will contrive that Mr. Harkless shall

talning the notice of the change of
date, and I think the chance of his sce-
Ing it in any Rouen paper may be
avolded. That is all, I think.”

“Thank you,” sald Keating,
certainly the course to follow.”

Every one nodded or acquiesced In
words, and Keating and Bence came
over to Helen and engaged her In con-
versation. The others began to look
about for their hats, vaguely preparing
 to leave.
 “Walt a2 minute,” sald the judge.
“There's no train due just now.” Aund
Minnle appeared In the doorway with
a big pitcher of crab apple cider, rich
and amber hued. sparkling, cold and
redolent of the sweet smelling orchard
where it was born. Behind Miss Bris-
coe came Mlldy Upton with glasses and
a fat, shaking, four storied jelly cake
on a second tray. The judge passed
his cigars around, and the gentlemen
took them blithely, then hestitatingly
held them In their fingers and glanced
at the ladies, uncertain of permission.

“Let me get you some matches,”
Helen sald quickly, and found a box
on the table and handed them to Keat-
ing. Every one sat beaming, and fra-
grant vells of smoke soon draped the
room.

“Why do you ecall her ‘Miss Sher
wood’?" Boswell whispered In Keat-
ing’s ear.

“That's her name.”

“Aln’t she the daughter of that old
fellow over there by the window? Aln't
ber name Filsbee?"

“No; she’s his daughter, but her legal
name's Sherwood. She’s an adop”—

“Great Scott! I know all about that.
I'd llke to know If there's a man, wo-
man or child in this part of the coun-
try that doesn’t. 1 guess it won't be
Fisbee or Sherwood either very long.
She can easy get a new name, that
lady. And if she took a fancy to Bos-
well, why, I'm a bach™—

“1 expect she won't {ake a fancy to
Boswell very early.” sald Keating.

G returned  Mr, Boswell.

)

10 way,”
“What do you want to say that for?
Can’t you bear for anybody to be hap-

Py & minute or two now and then?”
Warren Smith approached Helen and
— :

.

“It’s not too difficult.,” said the speak- |

be very simple. Don't you think there |

feacy and honor, In this case; but as I |
oot receive Lis copy of the paper con- |

“That is |

| ]

"Inquired If it would be asking too much
It they petitioned bher for some music,
and she went to the piano and sang
some darky songs for them. with a
quaint suggestion of the dialect. Two
or three old fashioned negro melodies
of Foster, followed by some rollicking
modern Imitations, with the movement
and spirit of a tin shop falling down a
flight of stairs. Her audience listened
in delight from the first. But the latter
Ssongs quite overcame them with pleas-
ure and admiration, and before she fin-
Ished every head In the room was jog-

ging from side to side and forward
and back in time to the musie, while
every foot shuffled the measures on the
carpet.

When the gentlemen from out of
town discovered that It was time to
leave if they meant to cateh their train
Helen called to them to walt, and they
gathered around her.

“Just one second.” she said. And she
poured all the zlasses fall to the brim.
Then, as she stood in the centor of 17w
circle they made around her, she said-

“Before you go shan't we pledge’
each other to our success in this good
bome grown Indiana cider that leaves

i

our heads clear and our arms strong:
If you will—then"— 8he began to
blush furiously, and her voice trem-
bled, but she lifted the glass high over
ber head and eried bravely, “Here's to
our candidate!™

The big men, towering over her,
threw back their heads and quaffed
the gentle liquor to the last drop. Then !
they sent up the first shout of the
campalgn and cheered till the rafters
rang.

“My friends,” said Mr. Keating as he
and Boswell and the men from Gaines !
drove away fromw the brick house—"my |
friends, here is where I begin the
warmest hustling 1 ever did. Now, I
guess we all think this is a great '
plan*—

“It Is a glorious Iidea,” said Mr.
Bence. “The name of Harkless'— !
Keating drowned the oratory: *“But
that isn’t all. That little girl wants it
to succeed, and that settles it. Ie '
goes."” i
That night Mr. Parker, at work In
the printing office, perceived the figure
of Mr. Tipworthy beckoning him mys- |

teriously from the pavement.

L

-

'
.

What's the matter, Buddie?"
ment people had stopped to listen.
windows whence came a clear, soft,
now its volume was more slender, and
ear, strong and pure, and hearing it
Bud Tipworthy’s sister, Cynthia, was
Was crying quietly. She put ber hand
foreman's eye was as graceful as It
other shoulder as he realized that red
made Cynthia ery, and at the same
S0ng was on him; that and something
known to the Herald had a singuiariy
Under Harkless' domination there had |
Parker, and, like timorous youths in a
fears, they had eo gibed and Jeered at
them, but now let it be recorded that at
. Schofield, wns enjoying a walkk In the
heart alse was no longer In his posses-
long since retired to her conch,
| ment made by the invaluable Mr, Mar
listening In silence, which shows how
| ber or managed to be around anywhers
1 marry somebody,”
'dows and listened with the others.
. know that song.”
nizghit he was shot. We stood outside
“‘It's a seraphle song,’ he sald,” con-
shaking his head, he sighed, “Well, it's
laughter in the unseen chamber, and
thin old man, all three laughing and
Todd took his courage between his
Miss Bardlock that evening in spite of
thia If she would wait till he sbut up
Soon the square was gunist as bofors,
That day the news had come that‘,
, lingering In the borderland of shadows, \
,sured. But from their first word of

“Listen. She's singin® over ber work.”

Parker stepped outside. On the pave-
They stood in the shadow, looking up
with parted lips at the open, lighted
reaching volce, lifted ineffably in song.
Now it swelled louder uncongcionsly
it melted liquidly into the night: again
it trembled aund rose and dwelt In the
Jou sighed with unknown longings. It
was the “Angels" Serenade.”
with him. and Parker saw that she
turned from the window and that she
on the boy's shoulder and patted it
with a forlorn gesture which to the
was sad. He moved closer to Bud, and*
Lis big band fell on Cynthia's brother's
halr could look pretty sometimes, and
he wondered why the editor's singing
time he decided to be mighty good to
Bud henceforth. The spell of night and

. more, for it Is a strange, lnexplicable
. fact that the most practical chlef ever
sentimental Influence over her subordl-
nates from the moment of her arrival. |
been no more steadfast bachelors In
Carlow than Ross Schofleld and C:Ileb|
| graveyard, daring and mocking the |
ghosts In order to assuage their own |
the married state that there was talk
of urging the minister to preach at
, the moment Caleb Iaid his band on
Bud's other shoulder his associate, Mr,
far end of town with a widow, and it is
not to be doubted that Mr, Tipworthy’s
slon, though, as It was after 8 o'clo-*
the damsel of his desire had probably

For a faint light on the cause of
these spells we must turn to a com-
tin some time afterward. Referring to
the lady to whose vaoice he was now
great the enthralling of her volce was,
be said, “When you saw her or heard

. she was, why, if you couldn’t git up no
hope of marryin® her you wanted to

Mr. Lige Willetts, riding idly by,
drew rein In front of the lighted win-
Presently he leaned from his horse |
and whispered to a wan near him, “1

“Do you? whispered the other.

i “Yes. He and I heard ber sing it the
EBriscoe's and listened.”

“Sol” z
tinued Lige.

“No!" exclaimed his friend. Then,
mighty sweet.”

The song was suddernily woven into
the lights In the windows went out.4
and a small lady and a tall lady and a |
talking happily. came down and drove
off in the Briscoe buckboard. Willlam |
teeth and, the song ringing In his ears,
made a desperate resolve to call upon
its being a week dayp, and Caleb Parker
gently and stammeringly asked Cyn-
the shop apd let him walk home with

* her and Bud.
and there was naught but peace under
the big stars of july.
Harkless, after weeks of alternate im-
; provement and relapse, hazardsusly
bad passed the cruclal polnt and was
, convalescent. HIis recovery was as-
bim, from the message that he was
— - . —

found and was alive, none of the
pPle of Carlow had

They are simple country people, D
they know that God is good. ﬁ_
(TO BE CONTINURD.) g

TREAD POWER FOR CHURNY

There Are Neither Belts, Cogs Nes
Anything Else to Get This De- !
vice Out of Order.

A light tread power for ch
turning grindstone, etc., is made L]
mounting a disk wheel nearly horizoms
tally, the axle being inclined so oang
portion will be higher than the othemy
The dog, sheep or calf used for motive
power is tied at one side, headed tes
ward the higher part. As the animal
walks, the wheel turns because of the
animal's weight, and communicates
motion to the pulley or small frictiom

¢ s -
TREAD POWER AND CHURN, '

wheel beneath. There are no belts, n@

cogs. The weight of the animal bears
the part of the large inclined wheel

upon the smaller wheel beneath and
causes it to revolve.

A discarded wagon wheel mizht be
used as the framework of the large
wheel, nailing boards on the wuppes

| surface for the animal to walk on, or @

frame is easily made, and if somewhsat
larger than a waron wheel—say sim
feet or seven feet in dizne er—the clre
cle will be larger and 1he animal will
find the walking more direct The
under wheel may be six or eight inches
In diameter. The power is increased
by giving the larce whes

and diminished by  setting more
nearly level.—Oranze Juad Farmer.

RULES FOR RUNNING DAIRY.,

If You Follow Them You Will Avold
Many Annoyances That Now
Beset You.

The rules of the Vermont Dalry ase
sociation contains the lollowlng: The
milker should be clean, and his clothes
likewise. Brush the udder just before
milking and wipe with a clean cloth o
sponge. Milk quietly, quickly and thome
ughly. Throw away into the guttes
the first lew streams (rom each teat.
This milk is very watery, of very little
value and is quite apt to injure the ree
mainder of the milk. Remove the milk
promptly from the stalle to a clean, dryp
room, where the air is pure and sweet,
Drain the milk through a clean flanned
cloth, or thwough two or thres thicks
nesses of cheesecloth, Aerate and cool

the milk as soon as it is strained. The

cooler it is the more gouritg |s retarde
ed. If covers are left off the cans, coves
with cloths or mosquite netting, Neves
mix fresh milk with that which has
been cooled, nor close a can containing
warm milk, nor allow it to freeze. Un=
der no circumstances should anything
be added to milk to prevent {t souring,
Such dolngs violate the laws of both
God and man. The chemicals which
are used for this purpose are glow pols=
ons. Cleaniiness and cold are the only
preservatives needed. In hot weathesp
Jacket the cans with d clean, wet blane
ket or canvas when moved in & Wagon,
Musty, sour food, dusty litter or foddes
should be out of the way at milking time,

TIMELY DAIRY NOTES.

Bitter milk is generally caused by
bacteria. Keep the stable free from
dust and remove the milk as soon as {§
I8 drawn from the cow,

Unwashed butter, if the bultermill
is well worked out, will keep as well op
better than butter washed in impure
water, If butter is worked too much
gpolls the grain, hence the value
washing out the buttermilk when good
water can be obtained.

The ideal cow of the Holland breeders
Is of wedge shape, with shoulders mod=
erately thick, the chest full, the barred
long, ribs spreading, abdomen strongly
held up, the hips broad, the rump long,
broad and carried out high, the quar-
ters stralght, wide and full, and last bag
not least, a broad and strong spinal
column. Farm and Home.

This Is Worth Thinking About.

How does little Denmark, where lang
Is worth $500 an acre, manage to captare,
the English market from the big United
States? The answer is simply this
They send men overto study the English
markets and find out the kind of butter
that England wants. These men the: co
home and make that Find instead of
ing as the Yankees did—try to educats
the Englishman's appetite to the kind
Americans make. In Denmark dalrymems
cooperate and help each other in every
possible manner; they have cooperativey
creameries, cooperative eggs sale housey
and cooperative slaughter houses. Thep
simply go about doing honest bard work

P

! and always produce a uniform product,

--Rural World.

Bacterial Content of Cheesa, Ly

In a report from the Ontario Exgbd.
ment station pn a study of the bacteria}
content of cheese are presented fi
that indicate the amount of werk these '
little organisms do In the predigesting
of this food product. According to this
report the number of bacteria presemt
are usually largest when the cheese {s
but a day or two old. The produets de-
veloped by the germs, being detrimental
to their own existence, cause them gradm-
ally to deminish in nember. The nume
ber of germs found fn one sample only,
two days old was 17,854,447,500 per
ounce of cheose,

1~

Not Out Yet. I

An Fnglish barber who has beem
fined 102 times for shaving on Sunday
has stuck up in his window, “102, nat
out.”

Four Boxes.

Some one has said four boxes rule
the world—eariridge box, bhallot box,
Jury box and band box.—Farm Jourmal,

i

Electrical Bootblack. '.

An electrical boothlack, which le |

more rapid and effective than the sireet
eyab, ¥ in use Iy C'yivago.



